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mother, not merely as their dying governess, when a tall,  slim,  black-robed woman
rose up in the parquet.    She flung out her
& arms in a superb gesture, and in a voice of
piercing anguish cried : —
" For God's sake, let her have her children ! I've lived through such loss, but she can't; it will kill her!"
Tears sprang to the eyes of every one on the stage, and there was a perceptible halt in the movement of the play. And when, at the death scene, a lady was carried out in a faint, we were none of us surprised to hear it was she who had so far forgotten where she was as to make that passionate plea for a woman whose suffering was probably but a faint reflection of her own.f a different nature. It was at a matinee performance. There were tear-wet faces everywhere you looked. The last act was on. I was slipping to my knees in my vain entreaty to be allowed to see my children as their                     /,
